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his trade, first in one city, then, as the spirit moved
him, travelling on to another. In this way he visited
St. Louis, New York, and Philadelphia, drinking in all
the wonders he saw and spending much of his spare time
in the free libraries where he read scores of books. In
all Sam was away about two years, at the end of which
time he returned to his brother's printing office in
Keokuk, Missouri.

But he did not stay there long. The following year
(1856) he was off again, this time to Cincinnati, Ohio,
where for one more year he followed the printing trade;
then the wander-spirit again became too strong to be
denied. No doubt the river had something to do with
it. Cincinnati is on the Ohio, a great tributary of the
majestic Mississippi, and as he watched its waters rolling
by on their long journey to the sea, Sam must have been
reminded of his boyhood dreams. At any rate, he threw
up his job, booked his passage on the river steamboat
Paul Jones, and in due course came to New Orleans on
the Gulf of Mexico.

What he had intended to do there no one seems
quite to know, and even Sam must have been rather
vague on the point. But as so often happens to those
who have the courage to take a chance. Fortune stepped
in at this point, and one day as Sam was wandering
about the quays, gazing at the fine sailing ships and
wishing he could book passage on one of them, he met
Horace Bixby, one of the best-known Mississippi pilots
of his time. Sam was thrilled at the meeting. Here
was one of those godlike beings who controlled the
wondrous steamboats which had filled his childish soul